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death could any one of these miscreants make me tremble. But the husband slain by his wife: ... I saw not into my heart* I looked not into it: and it chastises me.
Catharine.   Dashkof, are you then really unwell?
Da3hkof.   What will Russia, what will Europe say?
Catharine. Russia has no more voice than a whale. She may toss about in her turbulence ; but my artillery (for now indeed I can safely call it mine) shall stun and quiet her.
Dashkof.   God grant . . .
Catharine. I cannot but laugh at thee, my pretty Dashkof! God grant forsooth! He has granted all we wanted from him at present, the safe removal of this odious Peter.
Dashkof. Yet Peter loved youi and even the worst husband must leave surely the recollection of some sweet moments. The sternest must have trembled, both with apprehension and with hope, at the first alteration in the health of his consort ; at the first promise of true union, imperfect without progeny. Then there are thanks rendered together to heaven, and satisfactions communicated, and infant words interpreted ; and when the one has failed to pacify the sharp cries of babyhood, pettish and impatient as sovereignty itself, the success of the other in calming it* and the unenvied triumph of this, exquisite ambition, and the calm gazes that it wins upon it.
Catharine.   Are these, my sweet friend, your lessons from the stoic school?    Are not they rather the pale-faced reflections of* some kind epitha.lam.iast from Livonia  or  Bessarabia?   Come, come away.   I am to know nothing at present of the deplorable occurrence.   Did not you wish his death?
Dashkof.   It is not liis death that shocks me.
Catharine.   I understand you: beside, you said as much before.
Daskkof.   -1 fear for your renown,
Catharine.   And for your own good name,—ay, Dashkof?
Dashkof. He was not, nor did I ever wish him to be, my friend.
Catharine.   You hated him.

